Siam
lead to a palace of the Arabian nights, filled
with the precious stones of Golecmda, with nil
my fantastic booty* And then, for the Bible
was at that time my daily reading, I heard
murmuring in my brain the verses of Kcclesiastes
on the vanity of things-
Tired of the sights of the world and entering
again, an old man, the same little museum of
my childhood, I was repeating to myself: ** I
have tried all things; I have been everywhere;
I have seen everything, . . ," And amongst
the many phrases already ringing sadly that
came to lull me at my window was one that,
I know not why, will remain for ever impressed
upon my memory. It was this: " In the depths
of the forests of Siam I have seen the star of
evening rise over the ruins of Angkor/'
A whistle, at  once commanding and soft,
caused me suddenly to become again the little
submissive child that in reality I had not ceased
to be.   It came from below, from the courtyard
with its old walls garlanded with plants,   I
would have known it amongst a thousand; it was
the usual summons of my'father when I was
discovered in some small transgression,   And
I replied, " I am up here, in my museum.   Do
you want me?   Shall I come down?**